CHAPTER III
I TURN PROFESSIONAL
TALL trees from Me acorns grow, and there is a place in war even
for Boy Scouts. Or so thought Admiral Bostrem, of the Imperial
Russian Navy.
I spent four days on the journey between Archangel and Petto-
grad, four days which amply confirmed the captain's fears regarding
the efficiency of Russian railway transport. I presented myself at
the offices of the West Russian Steamship Company and was duly
given a job. I was also given two days' leave before starting my
duties in order to deliver the various dispatches I had carried from
England. It was while I was trying to do so that I met an old friend,
and the plot of my new career, as they used to say in the novels,
thickened again.
On the way to Petrograd I had had ample time to think long
and anxiously over the words of the queer Scots captain, when he
had induced me with his odd mixture of play-acting and earnestness
to throw my own ambitions overboard and accept the post of
cabin-boy to him in bis single-handed endeavour to hold the
unseaworthy barque of Russia to a steady course across the
uncharted seas of war, in the teeth of apparently every possible
obstacle from hurricane to weevil in the ship's biscuits. Who was
he ? All I knew of him was that he was the Russian agent for a
number of English firms and had been employed for some years
past in shipping limber and furs out of Archangel to London, Hull,,
Leith, and other ports.  He claimed to be in communication with
the British Government and the British Military Attache. For all
I knew his correspondents might regard him as a pestering lunatic.
Perhaps I had really wrecked my career for the hallucinations of a
madman. On the other hand, it was plain even to me that there was
a strong element of sound sense in all that he had said.
Another possibility struck me which I liked better. What if he
were an agent of the British Secret Service who had been sent to
this northern port in long anticipation of war for the special purpose
of combating the activities of these Germans in the Russian mercan*
We marine? I had heard such things were done. If that were so,